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of bomb damage in Naples, but one could not help the reflection that, if humanitarian feelings were set aside, it would have been a good thing for future generations to wipe out Naples and rebuild it. I remember once meeting H. G. Wells at a London luncheon just after I had come from a heavily bombed district of the East End. He shocked me, because when I button-holed him and told him of the devastation he suggested that, however horrific it seemed at the time, smashing up the slums would, in the end, be beneficial and give a great opportunity.
This conversation came back as I contemplated the squalor of Naples in the natural amphitheatre below us. In. our villa —called Villa Ruffo—the "base wallah" correspondents had gathered in some force and, as if influenced by Neapolitan habits and housing standards, were "pigging it" in bare rooms from which practically all the furniture and the floor coverings had been removed. We slept on our camp beds, two or three to a room.
P. R. had won all hearts by starting a bar in a spacious room that overlooked the glorious sweep of Naples Bay. Capri, enchanted island veiled in wisps of sea mist, held out her tempting prospect. Actually few of us spared time to visit it or for any pleasure trips. But in that strained war-time atmosphere we were easily amused. I remember that soon after I arrived a great carboy of red wine exploded, for some chemical reason, and swamped the whole bar in vino. We paddled about giggling, bawling for "Antonio" and "Luigi" to come in and mop it up, which they did, in Italian tempo. It reminded me of that silly song "When the old Dun Cow caught fire."
I soon discovered from my colleagues that my anxiety to get to the front lest I should miss important developments had been needless. After the recent, and as it turned out somewhat futile, bombing of Cassino and the Benedictine monastery, the war was static. An uneasy, ominous quiet prevailed over the locked lines from the Adriatic to the Tyrrhenian. Many professedly well-informed people, from. London to Cairo, had, iii conversation with me, gravely doubted whether the front would ever move again in Italy. They argued that in all history Rome had never been takento visit Pompeii, but Ifloor was filthy.  This washing under
